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as a statesman. After Munich he said that he and
his colleagues would carry with them to the end of
their days the marks of what they had endured. And
he was right. During the last two-years age has
begun to challenge his fibre. Yet still he is a man
whose whole body suggests the resistive qualities of
iron. His prevailing colour is iron-grey. Till very-
recent years his head was covered with jet and orderly
hair. It is as plentiful as ever but time has touched
him. He is grey at the temples and above the fore-
head, so that in the distance he might appear to have
a chaplet fitted on his brow. His eyebrows and
moustache are also streaked with white. Yet his
physique gives the lie to his age. Crises and long hours
may sometimes wither his face with fatigue, but, after
a rest, and when the demons of disturbance are keep-
ing down their heads, he carries about his thin frame
as briskly as a man in the middle fifties. In March,
just after such appeasement as Munich had induced
had been finally dissipated by Hitler's sudden absorp-
tion of the remainder of Czechoslovakia, Chamberlain
completed seventy years of life. He is justly proud of
his youthfulness. Like some other young men, he
has shown himself able to learn.
When you are within a yard of him you will revise
your first impression. The thinness of body is just as
marked as at a greater distance but the face must
belong to someone who has been through the fires of
great anxiety. Political friends lament the certainty
that he cannot lead them for very much longer.
Lloyd George was a mere fifty-nine when he was
deposed. Ramsay MacDonald retired at sixty-eight.
Baldwin stepped into the shadows when he was just